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From the artist to the artist, 
we’re all artists! 


Viva a real cultura conquistense! 
Viva a liberdade! 


@t.s.k_a.c.e 


Life is a tragedy. Every positive comes with a negative and 
vice-versa; one should take all sweet with a grain of salt. It’s 
this damn balance of all things, that does not allow for a 
permanent good or bad, and makes every life a stupid cosmic 
plaything. A joke. It’s Irony!—to exist on this earth. All things 
are so transient—victories and defeats so ephemeral—nothing 
really matters. The only certainty one can have is that there is 
a two-colored wheel, always rolling in your direction and, at 
some point, without warning, it is going to run you over. 

However, life is also a comedy. And you only realize that 
when watching in the third person. Observers always laugh, 
because everything is comical. There’s nothing that isn’t 
worth a laugh, and this project is proof. Sadness is for the 
weak and the wise; happiness is for the simple-minded, the 
mad. Existence is more than a two-way street—it’s a double- 
edged sword. 

Everything passes! But it all comes back. Therefore, I laugh, 
whether crying or not, at myself or at others, and at myself as 
the other. I hurt and allow myself to be hurt; I comfort and 
allow myself to be comforted. I don’t hesitate to point, laugh, 
shoot—at the obvious irony. Especially at those who are just 
starting out on this journey of pits and thorns and perishable 
shoes soft as clouds. And I feel, with the compassion of the 
ancient, for the tragedy that looms over all of them. 


Risible lives: tragic, comical, covered in irony. My life, your 
life, our lives. Each tick of the clock represents one second 
less on the timer that embraces, cooks, and, finally, burns. 


Text and illustrations by A. Bonny 


Digitization and support by Tarcisio Pena 
Unorthodox epigraph on the back cover by Mundo Livre S/A, 


dé pra entender? 


Skinhead girl 
to Ed Goma 


The small, on-ear headphones screamed down the hall, 
battered and cheap. Decibels escaped from them as steamy 
little waves of badly distorted punk, reaching people’s ears as 
a buzzing blood fly hound, wherever Paloma dragged her dirty 
Converse shoes. 

As she passed, chatter stopped, they all watched. Some were 
amused, others annoyed, but all of them delighted upon the 
sight of strangeness. For Paloma was a very strange girl. 


That afternoon, her locker’s door was wide open and 
hanging by a single hinge; books torn and scattered on the 
floor. The perpetrators still hung around, recording on their 
phones, hoping to get a reaction. But Paloma ignored the 
mess, not bothering to pick up the pieces or even try and 
close the door. She spared a fleeting glance at the crowd of 
onlookers that gathered ‘round, without shedding a single bit 
of emotion. Then, without a word, home she went, her mind 
on more pressing issues. 
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Thank you gift 


It was raining the day Truman found the newborn kitten, 
wrapped in blue cellophane, tucked under his desk, inside a 
pink gift box. 

Nobody knew where it came from, but it was all hugs and 
kisses when it woke up and gave out a little squeak. The kids 
all wanted to pet it, and the kitten went hand by hand, some 
kissing and even giving it cute names. 

When the teacher came in for the lesson, Truman quickly 
stashed the kitten under his desk. Mr. Mason never 
questioned the high-pitched squeals that reached him, 
accustomed to the boys’ pranks. 

Once school was over, Truman and his friends rushed to 
his locker. The girl he likes begged him to bring little Fifi 
back the next day, and he made a show of even getting her a 
nice little bow. 

The following morning, though, Fifi wasn’t moving. 
Truman panicked; pleaded and scratched not go to school, 
but his mama made him. Inside his backpack, with his pencils 
and books and lunch, the pink gift box. The motionless, 
stinking kitten was adorned with a lilac bow—his crush’s 
favorite color. 


- & & 


ME Mrad 


Cold and quiet night 


Laura was mute, and for that reason she never really had 
friends. Some people pitied her and she always had somewhere to 
sit at lunch, but none of them cared to let her into any sort of 
real conversation. She wasn’t worth the effort of learning sign 
language, or waiting for her to write a complex sentence on the 
notepad she always carried around. And from a very early age, 
Laura had to deal with this boring, one-sided social life. That is, 
until she got into 9th grade. 

In History class, she met Marcy. This girl knew sign language, 
and when they talked, Laura felt understood. The problem was 
that Marcy didn’t really like Laura, and in the course of the 
school year, their relationship deteriorated into that of bully and 
victim. What had been a quiet, lonely existence became an active, 
living nightmare. 


It was early Spring, the last day of school, and Laura followed 
Marcy up the stairs to the second floor. The halls were empty; 
everyone had already gone home. Laura’s hands trembled as she 
climbed, her stomach turning in knots. 

“We're here,” Marcy said, leading her into an empty classroom 
and opening all the windows; the late afternoon breeze stirred the 
dust upon the abandoned desks and curtains. From the pocket of 
her hoodie, Marcy pulled out two keys, dangled them in Laura’s 
direction, and then tossed one out the window. 

Laura stood frozen by the door, silent and shaking, as the girl 
approached slowly. Before she could react, Marcy shoved her into 
the room, then rushed to the door, that shut with a loud thud, 
locking it from the outside. 

A faint squeak escaped from Laura’s throat—as the start of a 
scream that never came to be—before her fists pounded 
desperately against the hardwood door; the sound echoing 
through the empty halls well into the night. 


The Weirdo 


“This is your place, right?” read the caption beneath a 
picture of her house, sent from an unknown number. 

“We're neighbors, I guess,” followed a couple of minutes 
later. 

“Wanna hangout?” the notification popped up, but she did 
not open it. 


“I’m outside” read the words on her phone screen, not long 
after. 

She peered through the blinds and saw a classmate of hers 
on the walkway—the weird kid she’d heard stories about. 


Half an hour passed, and they were still there, waiting for 
her to come out. Slowly, she closed the curtains of every 
window in the house, and locked up all doors that led outside. 
But just as this new layer of safety allowed her to breathe, the 
unmistakable sound of her mom’s fixer-upper car coughed 
and gagged at the garage door. In a panic, she ran upstairs, 
hid under the sheets, holding her breath, and attentively 
listened to the sounds coming from below: 

Muffled voices. The front door creaks open. Feet wiping on 
the mat. Her name, her mom calling her name. Footsteps on 
the stairs. A knock on her door, the handle turns, the flip of a 
switch, 

“Look who I found outside! A friend of yours came to see 


’” 


you—say hi to her! 
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Red 


"I'm very spiritual" she seemed to have a need to always be saying, 
"and I feel like your aura is a little, uh, red today." 

When I turned my head, the iridescence of the fake pearl glued to 
her forehead was the first thing to catch my eye, then the unibrow, 
the droopy eyelids and lastly, the drawn-on mosca. We had never 
talked before, and for some reason, she expected me to understand 
her strange comments. 

"Have you, uh, been having homicidal thoughts, uh, lately," she 
asked, staring at my now dumbfounded face. "Maybe you want to, uh, 
kill your parents or something." 

"I... What are you talking about?" 

"It's your aura. Maybe I can, uh, help you with it." 

The slowness of that xanny speech, punctuated by "uhs", was at the 
same time both annoying and alluring. The grasp of her strange 
appearance fixed my eyes onto her, and with the curiosity instigated, I 
was discovering a new detail with every glance. 

"Uhm... Help... me?" 

"Yeah... Do you, uh, like cats?" And after the longest second, "Or 
dogs?" 


By lunchtime, I was starting to think she might be hitting on me. 

"You know, uh... I'm very spiritual, you see. And your aura has 
changed. It was, uh, red before, but now it's green. Green is good, you 
know?" 

"Oh, really?" I replied, trying my best to concentrate on my 
sandwich while she studied my face like trying to read my mind, 
staring with her one good eye. 

"I believe to be a good, uh, influence on you—ehr, I mean, uh, your 
aura." 

"So you're the one making me green!" I exclaimed jokingly, with 
fake irritation, and her face caught the glimpse of color right above 
the cheeks, as the lightest of blushes. 

What followed was a somewhat awkward silence, because now she 
stared without saying anything for an excuse. 


In the next morning, again she appeared in her "conservative goth" 
outfit: a black lace jacket over a long dark dress that reached the floor. 
A potent fragrance of lavender had taken up all the fresh air in the 


hall, and I had the impression that her pearl was placed a little more 
to the left this morning. Maybe she was in a rush today and couldn't 
use the ruler. 

"Oh, hello there," I said, but she took a while to respond, as if 
having to pause and process such a complex message. 

"So... uh... you like cats, right?" she started. "Wanna, uh, see 
something cool?" 

"What would that be?" I asked, wary. 

"A cat!" She responded, quicker than usual, with a surprising spark 
of enthusiasm. 

Against my better judgement, I gave it the benefit of the doubt and 
followed her out of school and into the adjacent parking lot. There, 
hidden in the bushes, was indeed a cat—dead, run over, all red and 
twisted. I was disgusted and immediately backed off. 

"What the fuck is this!’ Why would you show me that!?" I shouted, 
but her face was unreadable. The more I looked at her, the more my 
anger faded into uneasy confusion. And we just stood there, staring at 
each other, in that miasma of death and lavender, for as long as my 
guts would let me; neither of us knowing what to say. 

I don’t think she meant harm, but the whole time, I felt observed, 
as if my every action was being judged. What should have been a 
clear answer, with that lazy right eye always pointed in my direction, 
was not. Her presence put shots in my back. 

"Why... Uhm... This is not funny!" I said between loud and not, 
scared and lost, and left for my classes. "Whatever, man..." 


She wasn't there at lunch. The always empty table felt even emptier, 
although I couldn’t shake the feeling that I wasn’t alone. It felt like 
her eyes were still on me, watching from somewhere. But oddly 
enough, it didn’t feel bad—it was almost comforting. I knew it was her, 
her over-the-top spirituality, I guess. And for the first time, I 
considered to have angered a witch—or worse, dumped one's hopes 
for romance. 


After school, I found a note stuffed into my locker. It was all stained 
and sticky and disgusting, and the worst of all, it reeked. Maybe at 
some point those letters were red, that message was innocent, but now 
it just deeply disturbed me—like those constantly watching eyes, like 
the soft shuffle of that long skirt, like that overpowering smell of 
lavender filling the hall. 


My heart flinched as I felt a tap on my shoulder. I turned around. 
There she was, holding a pink gift box in her hands. 


A felicidade, tal a morte, 

é como um concurso miliondrio da TV. 
Existe um globo infinito, com milhées de bolinhas, 
girando em algum lugar. 

A cada instante uma deusa retira um numero 
que pode ser o meu. 

Por isso, nada de pudores. 


Da pra entender? 


